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CHAPTER VI,
The Half Opened Bud.
1LL weed to live seven miles
away ot the mouniain with
the precipice,” Laboma con-
thuved ofter she had told
about the womderful window, “But it
was too far off. When he got to know
me it tired bim walkiog this far twice
& day, morning and unight, so at last
Brick and Bl decided to cut some
eedars from the mountain and make

me a cabin, They took the dugout to
There are two rooms in the
eabin—one, the kitchen, where we eat, |

slesp o,

and the otlher, my parlor, where 1
sleep.  Some thme you shall visit me
In the cabin if Brick and Bill are will
Ing. They maile {i for me, so | couldn't
ask anybody In unless they sald so."”
“We nren’t

ander n roof.”

“I'd like to have you visit my |'ur-|

lor,” Laboma sald somewhat wistfully.
“I'd like to show you all my books
They were Bill's when we first met |
bim, but slnce then be's glven me ev-
erything he's got, haven't you, old

Bill?" Laboma leaned over and patted |

the unylelding shoulder.

She resumed, her face glowing with
sudilen rmpture: “There nre six books—
half n dogen! Maybe you've heard of
some of them, Rill's rend ‘em over/
lota of times. He begins with the first
on the shelf, and when he's through
the row he just takes 'em up all over
agaln. 1 Uke to read parts of them— |
the interesting parts. This Is the way
they stand on the shelf: “The Children
of the Abbey'—that's Bill's favorite:
*The S[cottish Chlefs,' ‘David Copper
feld,! 'The Tallsman, *“The Prairie,
‘The Last of the Mohleans,' "

“And so your enbin was bullt,” Wi
fred prompted her, “and the men took
the dugout.™

“Yes, and then—oh! The most won- |
derful thing happened. A famlly set- |
tled In the arm of the mountaln at the
west end—a family that hod a4 woman
and a baby in It For three years |
bad the mother and bher baly to show |
me how to be o woman, Then came
the soldlers. Brick thinks a big eattle
king stood in with congress, nnd he got
the soldlers sent here to drive out all
the settiers because they were begin-
ning to farm the lund instead of letting
it grow wild for the eattle. Anyway |
all the settlers were driven out of the |
country, and (t's been four yenrs sinee |
I lost my only friends In the world—
except Brick and Bill. What makes
me and Brick and Bill mad Is that the
soldiers didu’t have any right to drive
out the settlers, becunuse Texas elalms
this country, and so does the Unlted
Btares, Lut It's never been settled.™

“But they didu't drive you out.”

“You see.” Brick explaluned simply,
“we didn’t want to go."

“It nearly broke Mrs. Featherby's
beart to bﬂl‘t‘ to leave,” Lalowa ndded,
“for they'd got n good stand of whent,
and | think she liked me ‘most as well
as | lked her. But Mr, Featherhy
eame from Ohlo, and he bad respect to
the government, wo when the soldiers
snid ‘go’ he pulled up stakes,"

“We nin't got no respect to nothing,”
Brick explnlned, “that stands in the
way of dolng what we're 0 mind to
The roldiers come to foree us out, but
changed thelr minds. We will stay
here nt anchor till Lahoma stenma out
Into the blg world with salls spread
Nothing alu't more sheltering than |

nowing you have s mornl right and a |
dependnble gun,” !

“So that's about nll” Lahoma went |
on. “These past four years we've just
been to ourselves, with a long journey |
once a year to the settlements. And
I've tried to do like M. Featherby
usnd to do nnd be like she was. She'd
been to Europe, too, and she'd taught
schiool In New England. Bhe was ke
you—right out of the big world, She
came out here because the family was |
awful poor, Is that why youn left the |
big world?” |

Wilfred shook lis hend. “I'm poor |
euough,” he sald, “but it wasu't that
It wos a girl"

Brick Willoek explained: “He's got
A sweetheart. He's boen carrying ber |
letters  for about two years. Ho's |
done spoke for, Labowma, staked out, |
an n fellow might say, and squatted
on.™

Laboma Jooked st him in breathlens
tuterest. *A girl out In the bhlg world?
Completely civilized, | reckon! Was
slhie as old as | am¥”

“Bhe I plueteen years old and 8o
thoroughly «ivillzed that she thinks
this part of the world s still overran
with Indlans el bulfaloes, Khe
woulkdn't Uve out here for a fortune,
and abe wouldu't marry o man back
enst without one.  That's why I'm |
bers. 1 didu't have the fortune.™

“Does sbe love you, Wilfred?" Her |
volce was so soft, ber eyes were w0
blg, that Bil utersd a smotbeved
groan, and even Hrick sat up.

“She dld the lust twe | saw her' |
He spoke lghtly: but, gazing luto the
wonderful depths of Laboma's eyes,

far enough along,” ob-|
served B, “to be shut up together |

| departure.

| thousnud things 1

|

de Tell & ug® seimallin Tke a Jost
heart beat.

“Did she send you here an a kind of
tear

“Oh, no; she told me good by, and
we parted forever, Both of us were
poor. You can’t llve In the city if
you're poor. You can be poor there,
but not lve. By this time she's found
some one with property, | dare =ay.
Blie's tremendously handsome and ace
complished and has a very distinguish-
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“Does she love you?™

have
it all

and they
She’ll make

ed looking mother,
friends in soclety,
right, no doube."

“Does it plerce your heart to think
of her warrying somebody else?™ Her
volce was sweel with the dream pas
slon of & young girl,

“When | left home | flung myself
into the lfe of a cow puncher and did
all T could to keep from thinking. 8o
my beart's rather eallous by this time.

| I don't seem to wind like I thought 1

would If I should sit down to think
about It. That's what I've avolded
Hke the pingue—«itting down to think
about it. HBut 1 belicve 1 could sit
down and think about it now pretty
ealmly.™

“Then that's what 1'd do!” Laboma
eried. “I'd just fnce . She iso't
worthy of you If she'd rather have a
fortune than the man she loves. 1'd
Just wit down and face 1L

“1 will! He hnd uvever before
thought it could be easy. It secmed
VEry ¢asy now.

“Maybe I could help you" Lahoma
suggestd earnestiy. “If you come to
the cove to visit us we will try to oe-
cupy your mind, won't we, Brick—and
Biny

Bill looked ut Wilfred glumly. “It's
too occupled now, I'm afrald."” |
Labhomn opened her eves wide.

“What do you mean?' she demanded,
sincerely perplexed,

“BUL" erted Brick warningly, “you're
a-golng to start n fire where they aln't
even been no kindling lafd."

Wilfred rose hastily. “I should llke

' dearly to come and come often,” he ex- |

clalmed, “but 1 couldu’t force myself
where I'm not wantel"™ |

“In that case,” remarked Bill infex- '
ibly, “you're seclng me for the last
time and may look your i

Wilfred smiled st bim tolernntly and
turned to Willoek. “1 ought to go to
my work, Drick., | won't try to ex-
plaln what this hour has meant to me,
for | belleve you understand.™

He held out his hand to Lahoma, |
who had risen swiftly at these «lgns of
ol blews you, Hitle gir)!™
he sald cheerlly. “A wan's fortunste
who Auds such oases nloug hils desert
teall!™

“Rut you can’t go yel.” erled Labo
ma, not twking his howd.  “There nre n
want to o with
you that P've pever bl o chanee 1o do

with unybasly  else strolling. for in
stanee.  Come and strell. JFI5show you
about the cove Bk odd B don’t
know auvibing about strolling ns they
do lu petures,  Hold ot your srin
with » crook o it and U =y my baud
just luside where you'll hold be oseft |
gl warm ke o bied o s pest

Isu't this moble®  Apd T holds bk
excuse w1 holil ek sy skirts with

my other humd. nopd thils is thiv woy we
stroll, Hke an encravieg ont of the hils
tory of Louls XIV. s court 1hy, uh
do"™  Her belght oxves glowed It his
ke beckoulng stars

*We stroll” he grovely mosoabgomd,
responding to the pressure of hor Bu |
gerw, but ot the sae e foellng

somewhut guilty ws B rolled his eyes

| “please don't think

fearfully af Brick

When they were a fow yards from
the trees Laboma whispered: “Make
for the other side of Turtle b0, T/
want to feel grown up when | do my |
strolling, but 'm nothing bat o Mitle |
barefooted kid when Brick and BIY are
looking at me!™

Hidden by the shoulder of the gran-
fte bl island, she stopped, withdrew |
ber band and stood very stealeht e
phe sald with ltreathless ongerness;
“Anawer me quick!  Wilfred, sin't 1
old envng® to be A swoeethenrt ¥ I

“Oh, Lahoma,” he protested warmly, |
of It Don't be
anybody's untll-until 1 say the word.
You couldn't understand such mntters,
dear; you woulda't know the—the prop-
er time. 'l tell you when the time
cotnes

She looked nt him keeuly. “Am | to
walt for a time or for a person? |
wish you'd never met that girl back
enst, 1 think you'd have flled the W
for me becnnse, having always lived
bere in the mountaios, 1've not learn.
el to be particular, Not but what I've
sven lots of trappers and squattors In |
my day, but I never wanted to stroll
with them. | dun't see why that east- |
ern girl ever turned you joose from her
trap. 1 think a wan's a very wonder
ful thing, especially a young man—
don't you, Wilfred 7" |

“Not half so wonderful as you, La-
homa.” Hix volee vibeated with sud-
den Intensity. |

“Hey!" shouted BUl Atkins as he
and Brick came around the angle of
the bl "IN, there! You may eall
that strolling, bhut If a0 1ts because you
don't know lis true name, If you ask
me!”

Wilfred eame to himself with a sharp
Indeawing of his breath. “Yes," he
stalnmers], somewhat dizelly—"yes, 1
—1 must be going now."

She beld his hand beseechingly. “But
you'll come again, won't you? When
I hold your hand it°s like grabblog at
& bit of the blg world.™ !

“No, Lahoma, I'm not coming again.” |
His look was long and steady, show- |
tng sudden purpose which concealed |
regret beneath a frank siile of Uking. |

She still held Lis hand, ber hrntul
eves large with entreaty. “You u-llll
come agaln, Wilfred! You must come |
again! Don't mind BUL I'll bave a |
tulk with him after you're gone.” |

“Of course he'll come, honey,” sall |
Brick, melted by the tears that sound-
ed In her volee. “Ile won't get buffy |
over o foolish old codger like BUI At-
kine. Of course he'll cowe agaln and
tell you about street cars and lamp-
posts.  Let him go—he'll come back
tomorrow | konow,™

Wilfred turned to Brick and looked
into hle eyes a9 be slowly relensed La.
homa's hand.

“Oh!™ sald Brick, considerably dis.
concertel.  “No, 1 reckon he won't
come back, honey. Yes, | guess bhe’ll
be busy the rest of the summer. Well,
son, put ‘er there—shake! 1 like you
fine, Just Oue, atd o8 you enn't come
here to see e no more, belng so husy
and—and orherwise el=ew bere bound
P Kinder sopry o s Yot g™

Lol walked up 1o Wilfred with

stendy eres A Vo) coguing baek
to see e " she askesd gravely

“No, Laboua AL et bt for a
long. long o I dost lwlleve It's
gonsd for e to forget the e Pve cho
sen. even for o bappry o When ) |
left the olty it was Looadvap out of the
waorkl Nobody Kpows whnt becaime
of we. not vven wy bl ler You've

brought everyihiog boack, anl that lsn't
good for my peace of wind, sod so—
gowdby I
Tall wed strulglit he stood, ke o sol-
dier whose duty It I8 to face defeat,
and standing thus e Mmstened bis eyes
upon her face os If to stamp those fea-
tures o o bnst long ook apon his beart.
“Goodby,"” sabd Lahoma. This time
she (il not hold out her hand  Her
face was composed, bher volee quiet. If
in ber eyes there was the look of one |
who has been rebuffed her pride was
too great to permit a show of pain.
S The regal mistress, not the ylelding |
miave |

Of her ieals, spurning that which ssems
For that which s and, as her fancles fall, |
Bmiling ~the truth of love cutwelghs them |

all

t-r" l”’ rnn-"rll'llﬂ".‘ |
el bl |
A WOMAN, ‘

HE s a woman, but of apirit brave
To bear the loss of girlhood's gid: |
dy dreames,

Bhe looks through life and with & balance
Jum
Welghs men and things, beholding s
they ure
The livea of others; In the common dust
Bha finds the fragments of the ruined
star,
Proud, with a pride all feminine and swest,
No path can sull the whitenesa of her foet

The steady candor of her gentle eyes
Hirikea dead deceit, laughs vanily away.
Bhe hath no room for petty jJealousies,
Where falth and love divide thelr ten-
dur sway
Of eliher sex she owns the nobler part;
Man's honest brow and woman's faithfu'
heart.

Bhe s a woman, who, If love were gulds

Woeuld ¢llmb 1o power or in obscure con

tent
Bit down; accepting fate with changelesy
pride—

A need In ealin, tn storm a s1aff unbent,
No pretly plaything, lgnorant of life,
But man's true mother and his equal wife

~Hayard Taylor,

PERVERSITY OF WOMEN. 1
],;Jfﬂ will be boys |
: Unithl twenly-one—no More
Girls remain girls
Up to twenty -fTour
—Kansas City Journal

Pleasant.

She -What! Fanuny Joues engaged?
Well, 've always sald that, no matter
how bomely a glel may b, there's ak
ways some foul ready o marey ber
Whoe's the poor wan? He-1 am—
Boston Trauserip

The small courtesies aweelen life;
the grealer enoble it.—DBovee,

Francos—IHd you notice the quiver
of her Hps?

Arthur— Yen

Franeos—1 wonder what It was do

Ing there?

Arthur—Oh! | guess It belonged to

the "Cupid's bow. ™

Friend—And who does the buby re

| memble?

Proud Papg—Come outside and |
will tell you. | haven't the heart to

do it in the lttle fellow's presence,

HE SHOWED HIM

33

Vou didn't know that girl was mar
ried ™

vot untll | was printing a kiss on

her lips and her husband showed me

that | was making a typographical
error™

HIS PROPOSAL

Bessio—A fortune teller sald '3 be
rich somu day.

Bert—Qne told me I'd marry & rich
girl some day.

The Amatour—1've shot off my gus
soveral timos, and it kicked me over
every time.

The Guido—It must be & source o
sallsinction e yeo W know thal ye
brought Jown somethin’, anyway.

LAWS OFCOMMERCE

By MAROLD CARTER.

It wan & sudden impulse that ook
ttle Misn IMmsey into the private
office of old Adolf Lodwig, propristor
|of the cheap department store In
which she worked. She went in bold

Iy, her only encouragement the faet |

|that old Lodwig knew her, and had
| onee or twice stopped and spoken Lo
her In his fatherly way

“Well, Miss Dimney!™ said the oid
man, looking up over his spectacies
and beaming at her.

| Little Miss [Hrsey's  well-planned
story hroke down, and she broke Into
tenrn. The old man looked gravely
concerned

“Tell me your troubles
handing her a chalr,

Fye simply gol (o0 have my salary
ralned,” sohbed Apita [Hmsey. "1 can't

' support my mother and myself on §8
| & week "

“Well, well, o (hat's what the mat-
ter In!" aald the proprietor. “Go on,
Mins Dimaey ™

| “1 guess that's about enough.’ sald
Iihn girl, “And | don't know what to
do. We are at our wita ends for
| money. How can you expect a girl to
live decently on that, even If ahe has
| only hersolf (0 look oul for?™
lLadwig looked at her thoughtfully
“You know, Miss Dimeey—" he bogan,
and checked himself. “Tell me some
more,” he snid. “Your mother has no
means of support?
| “No, slr, except what | earn. She
was in a publishing house, untll she
was crippled with rheumatism two
years ago. Then [—I—=" The lears
l began to flow again,
| ‘Ha!™ ejaculnted Ludwig. “Excuse
me, but—you aren't ever sxpecting to
be married? That's what keeps wages
; down, you know. The girls leave.”
Little Miss DHmaey's tears flowed
| faster than ever as she thought of pa
tient Jack Livingston, working at $20
n week, and their deaperate hope of
making & home for three when he
got §26. Bhe blurted out all about 1t,

he anid,
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iss Dimsey’s Woll-Planm‘

|
JLllﬂl M
Story Breke Down.

|

I while old Ludwig wailted with a amile

| on his grims, worn old face,

I “l don't know what | can do” he

' sald. *it wouldn't be falr to tho othor
girls to ralse you, Wages and sal |
aries have their natural level, | can't

| break the laws of commerce just be

cause you need money, Miss Dimsey.”

She did not see the whimsical look
on his face. She heard only the dread-
ful sentence.

“Then | must go—" she bogan wild.
Iy. “I must leave you. | must steal
snything—"

“Stop!” shouted Ludwig. 1 can |
lend you a hundred dollars. 1'd rather
do that than have you get into that
frame of mind. You can pay me back
when you are married.”

Miss Dimsey raised a startled faco
to his. Sho had beard stories as every
working girl has heard them, about
employers who make presonts to their
employees,

“Oh, no! I'd rther die!” she eried
wildly, and made as if to leave,

O Ludwig stopped her. “Walt a
minute,” he sald, "l hate to think of
your distress. [ have thought a good
deal about you, Miss Dimsey, becanse
I know how hard a struggle you have,
I am & very lonely old man. Be my
wile, Miss Dimsey, and—="

“What do you mean?’ faltered the
girl, facing him In astonishment,

“Just what [ say,” answered old
Ludwig. “Marry me, and | will give
| your mother & good home for the rest

of her days and do my best to make

you happy. Come,” he added, smiling,

“1 am not likely to live very long, and
| Jack can wait. He will be the wiser

and the better for his experience.

Don't answer me now, but wall & week |
| or two o seo whether | am really |

erazy, and think it over. Good-day, |

Mins Dimsey.” |

He turned to his books, and little
Miss Dimsey, bewildered, went back
to her work. “Of course the poor old

| man is golng mad,' she thought.

But old Ludwig was anything but
| mad. Two or three days later he sent
| for her again.

“I'm golng to Eurnpe next week,”
he sald  “If your answer is favor
able I'd Hke to get married before |
sall. | can't ke you on a honey-
woon, because it only & case of

teaening port and returning, but I'il
take you to Paris next apring. And
o FMorida for the honeymoon,”

Little Miss Dimesey looked at him
with tragle syes, “Do you really moean
it she Mmitered

“Yeu,' answored old Ludwig,

"IN marry you as soon ks you wish
me to,” sald Hitle Miss Dimsoy,

It was arrangsd that they should be
married at the rogistry offioe in three
dayw' time, on the morning on which
ladwig was to sl for Europe. Miss
IMmney and her mother were [nstalled
In the old man's house, It was all lika
a marvelous dream, the money, the
clothen, the servanis that waited deft
Iy on them with otolld, earven, ex-*
prosstonloss faces,

The desporate lottor that had boeen
written to Jack, telling him of the
necessary sacrifice, brought him rag-
ing to the door  The butler, who had
his orders, refused him admittance
Not even his vehement threais and of.
fern of bribea could move the man, Of
thin, however, Miss Dimsey knew
nothing, nor of the intercepted lettor
that Jack had written her

The day of the marriage dawned
Mi s Dimaey and her mother awalled
Ludwig at the registry office.

“"He'll never eome,” anid Mrs, Dim-
sey with convietion

But he came, smiling and gentle as
ever, with a gardenia In his button-
hole, and, still in a dream, Miss Dim-
sey signed ner new name, Anita I..::“\
wig The wadding breakfast follow
they saw the old man on the boat.
and the two women were alone.

“It's hard upon Jack, my dear,” said
the mother wi. tfully

Mra. Ludwig cried. “I'm going to be
A good wife to him, she ansawered,

“Him?*" queried the mother, startied

“To Adolf” said the bride

They had three weeks to wait be
fore the return, The days panssed
leaden footed  Jack, who had recelved
& notification of the wedding, con
trived to waylay the mother and pour
out his indignation Anita bhe did not
LI

The boat brought back no Ludwig,
but, instead, a letter from London In
a strange hand. It contalned a notics
of the old mans death in a London
hospital

Enclosed was a letter from Adolf

Ludwig to his bride H
“l ecouldn't raise your salary.’ he
sald, "so | married you instead |1

wantad to do & good act before [ died
It was a case of a lingering death or
a hopeless operation by Doctor Can-
ning of London, the only man who can
perform it | knew It was o thousand
to one that | should never see you
again.  Good-bye, Anita.  You have
been & good girl, and | bhave left you
everything. | hope you and Jack will
b happy. I'm sorry you wouldn't take
that loan Instead, but It was just a
case of marrying you or breaking the
laws of commerce, and | chose the
forrer”

Anita looked up through her tears
“The dear, queer old man, ' she whis-
pered softly

(Copyright. 195 by W. (0. Chapman.)

OLD CLAY PIPE HIS LEGACY

Old Soldier Had Particular Reason for
Valuing Trifle Left Him by
Comrade,

A touching Hitle romanes of a clay
pipe was told to a London writer by a
tobacconist

It concerned an old gentleman who
had every appearance of an Indian of-
feer, and who one day brought the
tobacconint just about the dirtiest
clay pipe he had ever set eyes on. He
wanted the bowl fitted with a raised
cover in gold In the shape of a helmet,
on which wns to be ongraved the
crest and the motto of & certain regl
ment The shopkeeper told the gen-
tleman that they would do thelr best,
but ta the bowl wus already cracked
ft would require eareful handling,
and wouldn't stand much preasure.

“Well,* he replied. “if your work-
man broaks that bow! he'd better quit
the country at once, for his life won't
be worth a day's purchase™

Luckily, this welrd threat didnt re-
quire to be put into execution, for the
Jobh was finished without a mishap,
whereupon the old gentleman, after
paying the bill, sent for the workman
and gave him a present of §15.

He then condescended to tell the
tobncconist that his reason for at-
taching s0 much value to a clay was
that it belonged to an Irish soldier
who had twice saved his life in &
frontler war. The soldier was a bit I
of a ne'erdowell, and never got wb-. y
motion. When he died he left his
clay pipe, which was absolutely the
only thing In the world he could call
his own, to the general—the tobac-
conlat’'s customer,

Will Written In Blood.

The will of an lalian soldier was
written with hig own blood us he jay
dying of bullet wounds When recon:
voltering etemy trenches at Riva, on
Lake Guarda, in the world war, the sol-
dier was discovered by the Austrians,
and & hall of bullets luid him low. After
the rescus of bis body W was found
that, while bleeding to death, he had
removed his cont, spread 1t on a rock
and written, with a stick dipped In bis
own blood a whort will waving the iit-
tle which he possessed L0 two youug
orphan nleces  The tunlc was senl to
A nriary for execution of the testa-
meut and s proserved in the tallan
archives.

None Left.

“1 broke wsomme records this after
noon.

“l dido t know you were an athlele.™

“I'm not, but the next Ume my
daughter undertakes (o give & dancing
party she’ll find there wWn't any muslo
W dance to.”




